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brother, who was already well educated, joined in the conversation. My notions on French history generally were very dim, and I knew nothing of the details. I had never heard of the battle of Oastelnandarv, of Gaston or his revolt, or of the capture and execution of the Constable Montmorency ; and I was much ashamed to see that my father, knowing that I could not have answered, put no questions to me on the subject. I privately concluded, therefore, that he was quite right to send me to the college, and my regrets were transformed into a resolution to learn all that I ought to know. Still my heart sank when I saw the high gloomy walls of the cloister in which I was to be shut up. I was now eleven years and four months old.
;.
!ed out to me that I needed to study more seriously than had been possible in a girls' school, and that the next day he should take me to'the college of Sordze, where he had already entered my brother and myself. I was quite taken aback. I could hardly believe that I was not to go back to my girl friends and Mile. Mongalvi. Nor could the sight of the troops and guns which my father reviewed at Castelnaudary comfort me. My mind was full of the professors among whom I was going to be thrown. That night my father heard that the English had evacuated Toulon2 (December 18, 1793), and that he was ordered to the Eastern Pyrenees. He decided, therefore, to leave us at Sor&ze the next day and go on to Perpignan.
